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b The annexation of upper Burmah by

! gives that country control over
petroleum fields, according to Fngineer-
“ing, as extensive na those of the United
Btates or of Russia.

A papor by G. F.'Wright on the ‘“Muir
Glacier,” at Glacier Bay, Aluska, states
that the frozen stroam of this glacier is
0,000 feet wide and 700 feet desp. In
August this glacier moves into the bay
at the remarkable speed of forty fest per
diem, thus bringing esch twenty-fours
140,000,000 cubic feet of ice into the
bay.

Boston rejoices in the application of
o Steam power to boot polishing. In a
shop located in the midst of the disciples
of Blackstone has boen fitted up an en-
gine with a complex srrangement of
straps by which brushes are whirled at a
surprising raute. The customers are
gented on o broad bench, and are polished
off in a very short time,

Prince William, the leader of a band of
‘ oncamped near Hartford, recently

. received from a carringe maker two wag-
- ons costing shout $1,000 apiece. The
bodies are beautifully colored with gold
bronze and fanciful sylvan scenes, the
jron work is heavily plated with silver,
and all the appurtenauces are expensive,
The wagons are for the special use of
Prince William and family during the

summer,

Substitutes for dynamite have been re-
cently invented, The German govern-
ment has in store s mass of roburite,
which it is thonght will particularly suit
the demolition of Frenchmen when they
become obstreperous.  The French, on
_ the other hand, believe in melinite for
the Germans, In Sweden, experiments,
~ ande with less Dellicose designs, have
! evolved an incxpensive and easily made
~.explosive ealled *‘bellite.” Tt explodes
~ only by ignition, and then devslops a
force thirty-five times greater than that
of gunpowder, and fifteen times greater
than that of gun cotton.

A correspondent of the Bt. Louis Globe-
Democrat says in regard to the Mexican
Congress, thut at the entrance to the
Theatre Iturbide, where the deputies
meet, soldiers stand with fixed bayonets
at the doors downstairs, line the corri-
dors and crowd the galleries, while a
squud and & sorgeant sit on benches in
the lobby. And yet such tumults oceur
in the Assambly, with such hissing and
hooting of speukers who sre not liked,
that under gimilar circumstances the
Bpeaker at Washington would order the
galleriea cleared, but in Mexico nobody
interfercs with the uproar,
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The finest collection of postage stamps
in the world belongs to & Spanish noble-
man, who is said to have spent more than
$300,000 in stamps, Hia collection has
alibrary to itself in his Parisian residence,
there being from 200 to 300 volumes.
The rarest postage stamp is that of
the island of Mauritius, in 1880. Be it
red or. blue, canceled or uncanceled,
provided it has the word *‘postoffice” on
its margin, it is worth §300. The monks
of Chartreuse at Ghent have a room
papered beautifully with stamps; there
are Chinese landscapes, SBpanish chateaux,
Bwiss chalets, dogs, flowers, urabesques
and inscriptions,

L _

A recent writer inveighs against the
~ fudiscriminate use of tea and coffee,
especinlly in the young. He is of the
opinion tuat agninst the practice of
giving them to children we cannot speak
too strongly.  Childhood is the period
when the nervous sctivity is at its
greatest, The bmin is very busy in
receiving new impressions.  Reflex action,
co-ordination of muscles, and the special
senses are all under n constant course of
training.  The nervous system is pushed
to its utmost capacity, and long ia the list
of victims that follow its overstimulation,

these little people, nothing but harm
can come from the use of such cerebral
stimulants as tea and coffee,

T —

Nearly every one in New York says the
Tribune, has heard of *‘Back Number”
Budd, who puts awsy every duy ffty
copies of each New York newspaper to
41l them to customers years hence at 500
“to 5,000 per cent profit. It is reported
‘that he once received $700 for u single
pewspaper. Recently he was called upon
bf some Kansas men, among whom was
Senntor Tngulls, who usked his sssistance
in procuring & complete file of the
Teavenworth Journal for the two years
that it was under the management of
John Henderson, during the agitation
that resulted in the Lecompton Consti-
tutivoal Conveutlon, and the establish-
ment of Koonsus as o Free Btate, The
file was desired for the Kansus Historical
Soclety, and they were w'lling to pay
$10,000 for it,

DISCIPLINE
o

Befors the mighty thinder-crash
All nature holds har hireath,

The sword-like lightning's steely flash
Leaps from a sombre sheath.

And 80 must he who speaks aright
Long are hie speaks be dumb;

And he who brings to darkness light
Must out of darkness come.
—Catherine S, Holmes. in the Current.

A DOMESTIC PROBLEM.

BY LUOY RANDALL COMFONT,

“A woman's education is a mistake
from beginninf: to end,” said Roxy Ste-
ens; in asudden outburst of despair,
‘Yes, it is. Hete have 1 been going to
school all my life, aud I don't know any-
thing. There never could have been,”
Roxy deliberately added, “even in the
Dark Ages, such an ignoramus &5 I am.
I don't even know how to feed the chick-
ens properly,” as a downy colony of little
“‘Dominiques” geattered this way und
that before the mass of sealded meal
which Roxy had flung too abruptly into
their midst, while the mother hen, sound-
ing a trumpet-note of shrill alarm, scut-
tled back agninst the picket-fence, with
flapping wings and feathers all a-bristle,
xy had been seventeen years old
when she came to live with her aunt Sally
Btephens on the Redbrook Farm. She
was a bright-haired, fresh-comploxioned
irl, with shady blue cyes, emphusized
y perfectly arched brows a thought
heavier than falls to the usual lot of wo-
mankind. Ina certain fashion her mind
corresponded to her eyebrows, There
was a quaint vein of originality pervading
it. Her nature was strongly outlined too,
and in the fulness of her youth and vital-
ity she had once bhelieved that she was
born 6 conquer fate,

Roxannn Stephens was a city-bred girl,
the daugliter of Miss Sally'soldest brother,
who hind died unexpectedly, leaving a
motherless girl totally unprovided %or.
Miss Bally hersell, a complaining little
woman, with a face full of fine wrinkles,
like China crape, and blue eyes hidden
behind misty spectacles, nccepted the
trust, us she had accepted all other in-
conveniences of her life, limply and with-
out protest. Bl had never had any
strong emotions one way or the other, If
she hnd any uctive pleasure, it was in
gathering the humbie herbs and simples
of her native fields and drying them in
mpmtion for the aches and pains that

't her poor humanity.

Aund to this little old brown woman in
a little old brown farm-house came
Roxanna, the young princess who had sct
forth to conquer the world,

“I'm desput glad you've eome, Rox-
anna,” said Miss Stephens, sniffing at a
bunch of wilted penny-royal, I ain't
uble to keep on doin’ as I hev been doin’.

Somchow its bome in upon me that
Providence has scnt you.  I've worked

owerful hurd all my life, and now I'l} |
jestrest wepell, and let you keep house for
me [ hain’t no doubt at all but what
we'll ger along together fivst-rate, you
and me "

Roxy looked with solemn eves at her
sunt,  Evidently the old lady hud faith
a8 a griin of mustard-seed, und there was
something contagious in her exumple,

It must be very eusy to keep house,
said Roxy, fresh from the class-room and
recitation-hull.  So the houscho!d helm
was delivered into her hands, and then—
not till then—she realized the fact of her
exceeding ignorance,

Not for worlds, however, would sho
have confessed her inability to rule the
domestic menuge.  Aunt Sally bad a ‘
profound contempt for “‘book-larnin,'"
and did not hesitute to assert rounrdly
that **¢f brother Simon bhad took her nd-
vice he would hev brung up Roxauner in
quite o different way,” sod the girl had
& certiin silent pride in vindieating licr
father's judgment.  So, by the help of u
dog's-eared cookery  book \\'hinll she
found in the garret, she learned some of
the simple secrets of the cuisine, and her
own neat nature taught her the mysteries
of sweeping und scrubbing: while old |
Hinda, a jet black negress, with o soft
sppenling voice like s flute, who per-
vided the neighborhood, cume twice in
the month 1o wash and iron for the little
household,

And Roxy's spirits rose with ber good |
luck.

“I'mogetting to be a house-kecper,™

said she, cheerily, 1o herself, **Those
fried fish this morning tusted quite good.,
and the wild plums that 1 preserved
yesterdny are certainly going to be o sie-
cm'"
But if it is always darkest just before
daylight, it is also sometimes brightest
belote an  unexpected  thunder-clowd,
And oneday olid Hinda bethought her-
self to fool il of & Monday morning —of
theumutic fever

Roxy wont to carry her a little  pail of
milk and s stone erock of the wild plums,
for Hinda had a child-like fondness for
Eweuls,

SHinda," she fulterad, **coan’t
wash for me this week! Do try
- guud Hinda,"

Ihie old womun wriggled herself about
on her unensy couch wringing her hands,
and rolling up the yellow-white of her
eyebulls in piteous fashion.

NOt dis yur week, honey," she an
swered, pluiatively: “‘not for de Queon
an' ull de royul chilluns, Noj nor next |
week, neider. Don' know's I'Ml eber
wash agin, honey," with & wmournful
cronk in her voice

“But, Hinda, somebody must wash |
Cou't 11"

“It ain’t no work for u young lady,
Miss Roxy," snid Iioda, derisively, !

you
there's

“Everythiug is work fur s young ludy,"
pleaded Roxy, *if it has got to be done.”

Hinda shook her head.  *Yo'll brenk
yo' biick, honey, sn’ parbotl yo! hands
n'—'

O, 1 don't mind ull that, Minds, i
euly Aunt would think the cluthes looked
decent,” urged Roxy, “Tell me how Lo
do it, Hinda—thers's a darling.”

I its

{“Well, honey, yo' put de clothes a-sonk
de night afore,” unwllllngl{ began
Hinda, *‘in ?lenty 0" bar soap sliced up
thin; an' yo' bile 'em well, an' you doan
forgit de bluein', an’ mind yo' doan git
de starch too stiff, an’ be sush yo' rensh
de clothes right smart, ar'—ohi oh! dar
goes de pain In my po’ ole bones ngin, jes
all de world like crooked lightnin',"

S0 Roxy returned home not much
wiser than she went, *“0'd give all my
nlﬁmbm and goemetry,” sighed sho, “if
only I knew how to wash.”

Joy of joys! as she went past Bquire
Honeywell’s big cream-colored house she
saw a colony of white gurments, veritable
flags of truce to her troubled mind, flut-
tering in the wind from a line in the back
garden,

‘*They're washing,” said Roxy to her-
solf, with a brightening face. ‘“Now's
the timo for me to go in und see how it
is done.”

Bhe slipped insinuatingly in at the
open kitchen door, whence n cloud of
white steam floated forth. **Good-morn-
ing, Docia,” she said to Miss Theodocin
Honcywell, the Squire's daughter, *‘Do
you suppose your grandmother would
like a jar of my wild plums? They're n
nice color, and keep their flavor beauti-

fully. No, don't stop your work” (us
Miss Theodocia puusetr courteously, and
be to wipe her soapy arms on a

roller-towel); “‘goon just asif I wasn't
here.”

And she eagerly settled herself to take
note of the stout young womnn's every
motion. But Miss Theodocin’s ideas of
gnl iteness were a great deal too well de-

ned to allow her to spend her time in
washing when there was company,

“You're very kind, I'm sure,” said
she, “but the clothes can wait. I dare
say granny would relish the plums, und
anyhow we've acity boarder this month,
an artistic young gentleman, and any
littie luxury comes in handy for the
table.”

“An artist? wistfully repeated Roxy.

‘‘Yes,” nodded Docia. **Such pictures
as he paints with asqueeze or two out of
his color tubes, and a dab of his brushes!
I declare it seems like magic. You paint
too, Roxy Stephens, don't you!”

‘A little,” confessed Roxy, thinking
guiltily of the peach-blossom plagues
and the panels covered with abortive at-
tempts at autumn leaves that she had
spoiled.  ““But paintiog is no use, Docia.
For o woman I mean. 1'd a deal rather
know how to—wash."” ‘

Docia Honeywell burst out laughing.
“What odd things you do say, Roxy |17

cried she,  “*But when it comes to paint-
ing, being no use, I just wish you could
see the little bits of canvas and mill-

board that our Mr, Jeffreys gets a hun-
dred and fifty dollars for, A—hundred
—and—fifty—dollars ! Going, are you "
for, since the business of washing was
temporarily suspended, r Roxy's pur-
posc was blighted. ““Well, I'm sure it
was very kind of you to think of the pre-
seryed plums, and we'll be very thankful
for them, especislly since ma's ecitron all
moulded, and the blackberries fermented,
and blew the tops off the cans and broke
the eollar windows, And, Roxy, if 1"
stop in some afternoon will yeu show me
thut new crochet stitch #—the one in
shells and waves, you know, like Mrs.
Deacon Dodd's shawls,

Roxy promised that she would, and set
forth, wondering to hersell why it wus
that she lacked the moral conrage to nsk
Docin for instruction io the mysteries of
the wash-tub just as frankly as Docia had
requested her assistance in unraveling
the complexitics of the new crochet
stiteh,

S think T must be a dreadful goose,”
sighed Roxy., *‘But, all the same, that
wishing hus got to be done, whether well
or il

And so the next morning, when Aunt
Sully had eaten the ham dnd eggs which
Roxy had pow learned to fry in so ap-
petizing a manner, and dronk the coflee
which wus as clear as uny amber, she set
forth on her daily task of root and herb
hunting, and Roxy curried the basket of
clothes out to the shore of the bruok,
where & mighty old cliestnut-tree spread
its dome of shade, washed and wrung and
ringed them until it was a mercy that
there were nny two threads left together,
Then she huag them out on the lines,
which she had  stret¢hed ¥from  tree
to tree, skeworing each article safely in
placu with  wooden  pins, so
that no frolicsome wind should lure it

SAnd now," =uid Roexy, as with head
slightly on one side ghoe viewed the resalt
of her prowess, **1 think I've carned o
little rest,”  And deawing o novel from
her pocket, Roxy sat down nnder the big
treo, with her sun bonnet thrown hack,
lLier loope curle tangled over her fore
head, aod her round white arms still hare
to the shoulder, to rend, aund before she
kuew it sho wos asloep,

When she swukenod she was no longer
alone,  Between her and  the sunshine
there was—could she believe her oyes
yeu, verily there was w young muan hur
tiedly worklng at 4 portuble easel, which
was-set up on n level spot on the grass,
with all the composure and aplomb of o
voung man who felt himself to bé in the
right place *in creation’s dingram, She
Iulr]i.l.'l‘ at him with solemn, sleep shal
owed eves; he looked bnek ot her ex
actly ns if she wus u purt of the land
senpu, und worked steadily on in si
lence,

“Are younn artist? said she. “Are
you paintiog the old chestuul troe? Ol
vorr st be the gontleman that Docia
Honevwell told me about.”  And then
sitg suddenly remembered the togled
fringe of corls, the round, uncavered
wrmy, and jumped up io o panle of vory
[Inl'lallllll:_fl'lilllllhi{ll].

1 am Mark Jefleys," suid the arlist,
l'ultl!ll-'ql‘l“", “Yei, I am boarding ut
Squire Honeywell's house,  And your”

I am Roxy Stephens,™ said the girl
hurwicdly pulling down hor calico slegvoes
I you witl just step up to the house |
will give you a jur of wild PIIIIII'- that 1
promised 1o Docla; thet ' (with un sb-

rupt consciousness of her own temerity),
Yif you don't mind carrying it."

And this was the manner of their first
acquaintance,

Roxy was very sorry when Mr, Jef-
ferys returned to the city. It seemed
ns if his absence left a yawning hiatus in
her life, which had not previously been
eventful or rich in incident. But she did
not know how more than sorry Mark
Jeffroys was to part from her,

* ‘Full many s flower is horn to blush
unseen,' " he quoted to himself, after the
hackneyed style of the young man in gen-
ersl when th little winged god has him
ot o disadvantage. ‘‘But she shall not
blush unseen if my pictures in this yesr's
exhibition bring their price. She shall
be my wife—always supposing that she
considers me worthy of the tredsure.
trove of herheart, I will wearher like a
flower on my heart. I think—yes, Ithink
she likes me a little now. Iam quite
sure that if T had the chanee I could make
hor like me just a little more.”

And so now and then he ventured to
write to her, lest by any chanceshe might
forget that such s person existed.

Now in real life things will sometimes
happen as strangely as thoy do in novels,
Every one knows this, And it came to

that in the mid-April time, when
skies nbove nnd violets below are blue
with a blueness that no.discription can
equal, Dogcia Honoywell came up to New
York to buy herself a silk dress, and
;:slml Roxanna Stephens to accompany
er.

“] nover like to trust entirely to my
own taste,” said Docin; “and you have
such excellent ideas of color, Roxy."

When the dress was duly.setfled upon

like the hair of the poet's heroine, was
“Brown in the shadow, and gold in the sun,”
thers was yet a good hour and s half to
spare before the train went.

#*Oh, do let us go to the Academy of
Design ! said Roxy; “it can't be far,
And I think it would rest my eyes to look
at some pictures,”

It was a fine, sunshiny, breezy after-
noon, and all the world was out. Roxy
came slowly up the broad marble steps,
looking aroumr at the giant palms, and
the caoutchouc leaves, and the monster
camellin-trees, whose dark green folinge
shone us if it had been varnished. Be-
yond glowed the pictures, outlined in
gold full of vivid lights and deep myste-
rious shades, A little crowd had col-
lected Lefore one particular canvas, and
following the usual impulse of human na-
ture, Docia and Roxy left the other pict-
ures—possibly possessed of egqual merit
—unsurveyed, and joined the fluttering,
performed knot of gazers.

“The picture of the scason,” she heard
some one saying in the soft, distinct
tones that denote your society oracle;
't ‘La Jolie Blanchisseuse,! Would you
believe that that little square of canvas
hus been sold for a thoussnd dollars? It's
a charmingly painted thing—oh, of
cotirse—but, after all, what is there to
iy

“It is thoe sentiment, the tone!" an-

swoered o wise critic who was pencifling
down notes for nn art puragraph in the
| moxt, day’s Sphdne,  *‘In this age of the
world nobody can tell what's going to
succeed and what isn’t, The putﬁlc pulse
[ don’t bear feeling as it used.”

Little Roxy in her plain brown gown
and the poke hatof rough and ready
straw, with the loops of cherry ribbon
which she herself had sewn on, stood on
tiptos to peep over the shoulder of the
tall ludy in front of her at the picture.

HAL, Docin!" she cried, starting back,
as she caught n glimpse of it, with the
strange sensation of one who looks into
o mirror, *‘l-—1 have seen that before.”

In the foreground a orystal-clear brook
ghurgled away under a fringe of lnxuriant
cresses: in the middle distanee there was
the green mystery of chestnut shadows
on the grass, and u young girl asleep,
with bare white wrms, und  sun-bonnet
fallen down her neck, while &n open book
lay on the ground. Ared-winged bisck-

bird balanced itself on ubush at herright,
und in the background & line full of flut-
tering elothes seemed to come and go at
the signal of the wind. One could almost
hear the murmer of the brook, nlimost see
the stir of the tall grasses in the yellow
mist of the noontide heats. 1t was a very
simple picture, to be sure, but it is the
stimple pietures  that speik to people’s
hearts nowadays,

Docin stared intently,  “It Jooks like
you, Roxy,” she said, *“and that is the
very chestnuttres with the hollow heart
that blew down in the equinoctial gale
st Murch, Have you found the num-
bor in the eatalogue?! Who painted itd
Al T thought so—Mark Jefforys, "

Roxy turned around with a curious
thrill, half of piide, half anger, in her
henrt, and saw i tull figare coming toward
them from the monster palms that guarded
the stairwsy beyond—Mark Jellerys him-
self.

“You have seen the piciure, Roxyi"
e  ssid—**La  Jolie Blanchisseuse'?
Dot —dmwing her awny from  the
erowid into the cool green shadow of the
EZinnl ferns and the caoutchoye-tree
Sy fortune is moade, and sll through
vau, wnd 1 wis coming to-morrow to luy
it ub your foee, ™

It was u strange place for s young main
to speak ont his heart in:  but Mark
Jeflerys wus like no other man, und
Roxy had a certain individunlity of her
own.  Anid o was then the lover, and y
the tender little duttoring maiden hoart,
and what should it equel ot 2—~the old,
old story of humun happiness, that re-
peuts itself anew for every ;_—|-||.m;ui|.||{
Was it not as plain u=uny of the nlgebruic
equutions in Roxys books ut schoolt—

.Hrr;'.pr e | I:d: ar,
———

A Curions Oeenpation,

\ll-i‘\'i‘- i s arn w0 livelthood by
ekilfully tilling up worm-holes o "T'.i
breiuyg  separately  and
pastiently dealt with, the wurerinl being
vhewed or “palped”™ sud  pressed  into
the boler the charge is sixpence & hole.
— Walrord's Antiguarian.

boglis, each leal

—aone of those delicions olives which, |

HOUSEROLD AFFAIRS.

Wiilow furniture can be cleancd by us- |
ing salt and water, Apply with a nail
brush, scrub well and

Jupanned trays can be polished with a
little powdered whiting or dry flour, all
of it being rubbed off with a soft
cloth.

Ru

should be lightly shaken ever
day i

ﬂlwy are small, and brushed with

o small broom daily when they are too |

large to be frequently shaken,

Never pour kot water into a glags un-
less it contains a spoon; this will serve
n8 o conductor for the hent of the water
and lessen the risk of breakage,

Ragmuftine: Mako a dough as for bis.
cuit, roll half an inch thick, spread with
butter, sugar, cinnamony roll up and cut
off from the end the size of biscuit; bake
quickly.

Mirrors can be polished with o soft
cloth wet with a few drops of ammonia.
The sun should not be allowad to fall on
mirrors, beoause its rays affect the metalie
coating on the gluss,

How to beat cake: Beat from the bot-
tom of the mixing bowl with a wooden
spoon, bringing it up full and high with
each stroke, and a8 soon as the ingredi-
ents are fairly and smoothly mixed stop
beating, or your cake will be tough.

To iron table cloths without creasing

them, roll them upon a long curtain roll- |

er as fast as they are ironed dry, begin-
mn

look well, and saves spots upon the
table.

Bnow-drops: One cup of butter,
cups of sugur, whites of five egys, one
small cup of milk, three full cups of pre-
pared flour ; flavor with vanilla sod nut-
meg. DBake in small round ting.  Those
in the shape of fluted shells are very
pretty.

Ginger Snaps: Two cups of molasses,
one-cup of sugar, one and one-half oups
of melted lard, two-{hirds of a cup of
cold water, two teaspoonfuls of salaratus,
two teaspoonfuls of ginger, and one of
sialt, snd flour enough to roll thin. Bake
in a quick oven.

Molusges Cookies: One cup butter, two
cups molasses, one teaspoonful cloves,
ong tablespoonful ginger, sufficient flour
to make o stiff batter, not dongh, Mold
with the hands into small cakes and bake
in & steady rather than quick oven, as
they are apt to burn,

‘When to water house plants: If dust
can be worked up with the finger the

Innt needs water,  Tap the pot with the

nuckles, If it has a sharp, hollow sound
or ring, the earth is dry. The weight of
the pot glso shows whether the plant re-
quires water, wet soil, of course, being
much heavier than dry.

How to make a good amelet: Beat the
yelks and the whites of the eggs separ-
ately; me 't a tablespoonful ef butter io
a teacup of wurm milk, to which add

g.udually a tablespoonful of flour, o lig- |
tle sult and pepper; add the yelks of the

oges, and then add the whites. Bake
immediately in a flat pan greased with
butter.

In furnishing houses, pictures for
adorning the walls should not be forgot-
ten, There is such s variety of benutiful
engravings and etchings that are withio

" the reach of ull, and the framing of them

costs such n trifle, it is a crying shame
that the walls of 80 muny of our homes
ure decorsted with the pictures of the
chromo variety or not at sll,

Milk bread: It is now recommended
that milk ghall be usod in making bread,
A pint of it in the ordinary loaf, instead
of water, adds some solid nutriment to

the meal, and is & grost improvement,

Milk bread does not keep fresh ns long
us water bread, but it is delicions when
fresh, and perhaps all the more whole-
some for drying quickly.

Granulated wheat gems:  Stirtwo and
one-hulf cups of fine granulated wlhoat
slowly into a liguid formed of one cup of
wuter und one cup of milk, seasonod with
a saltapoonful of salt; then beat rmapidly
until the arm is weary, and fll very hot
iron gem pans well buttered, giving the
batter a beating while filling, and bake
immediately in s hot oven,

Curried ogpgs: Boil throe egos twenty
minutes, then remove the shells und cut
into slices, Fry n bit of onion in u lttle
butter and add a tablespoonful of corn-
starch mixed with a saltapoonful of curry
In!\\’ill"l'; prour on slowly three-quartors aof
a cup of milk, seasoning with salt and
buitter to tnste, and simmer until the
onion is soft, Add the eges, and serve
whon they are thoroughly hieatod

Corn starch cake:  One oup of buttep
worked to a cream with two eups of
sugar; one cup of milk in which is is-
solved one tenspooniul of sodi; twa cups
of flour, in whioh Is siftod two Leaspoon
fuls of eresm of turtur; the whites only,

of six eggs, beaten to u stilf froth, Mix
all these jogredients well, then wdd one
cup of corn sturch.  Beat well,  Bake in

a modernte oven,

Will make one lurge
lonf,

 —
A Great Tenor's Yoea!l Practice,

When Mme. Patti iva guest at the
Wigdsor, people pissing the door of her
apurtmonts are oceasionally startled by
a secies of nasal gquuoks, i they can be so
llrn‘l"ll.n'll, Id'Il]I'H\.IHII'_' in & vooul tone
thiat :_’l'u-hlh”_\ hecomes clewr nnd PHaweE-
ful. The first impression producel] on the
listener is that somo foreign fowl is cusny
jng its vooul powers, but  later develop
meats und inguiry make kuown that the
ﬂtung(' sounids are pnnl'n'ni l._v, Sirnor
Nicolini at practice,  Signor Nicolini b
ging by directing bis tomes toward the
head, und, having “placed” thom propes
ly, susiuins und strengthens them. In
l]liv method he stiribules thie pregeryolion
of his voles, which wost tenors who sing

wholly from the chost would long  since
have ruined by Inceutions
York Sun

1
LSt S

|

ry thoroughly, |

BE STILL, OH HEART.
Ba etill, oh, heart, and trost,
Be gonorous and just,
And ‘twill be well with thee,
The lowly task do well,
Unworthy pussionsquall,
And tho' the workl be bound, be frea

The mensures of gy hope
May fill & wider ¥ope
Than thy allotted sphere doth give,
Put in the holler spaoe,
Make boautiful the place,
Where truth and thon dost live,

Content thes, ob, mine heart,
Whatever be thy part—
Atother’s prize thine own mnbition fill,
Far botter walk the ways
Of truth and henr no prajwe,
Than fanee, o costlior purchase still.
—M. & Kneedler, in Intor-Ocean.

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

at one end, A Cantonflsunel cloth |
under the linen one wakes the table oloth |

LWO | &575,000,

The busicst post will have his idyl
moments, — Defroit Frea Pres.

The Czor's throne is gotiing to be
‘ almost as comfortable na the summit of o
church steeple in July.—Philadelphin:
Times.

A citizen may be known as a bad egg,
but like a bnd egg, society will not re-
gard him as offensive until he is broke.—
Rishmond State.
| Jobbing rises to remark that the
| ¥nights of old were fermed men of high
metnl beeause they wore brass helmets
on their heads.

A poor teacher of penmanship in Xenin,
0., hug just fallen heir to a logaey of
He is flourishing now, and
no mistake,—Buplington Free Pres,
“False waa the cold, hard heart which bent

Her beauteous form benenth;

wlse were her muany vows" he moanod—
“And so wers her hair and teeth, ™
— Washington Critic,

It is ensy for n gront many men to
declare T would rather be right than be
President,” for they do not stand in
much danger of being either.—ZBoston
Post.

A DIFFERENCE,
Johnny's fingers wore deop in the y
And o gweet, penveful smilosprend him o'er:
Yet he gditin't soem gay
When later that day
They were deep (o the Pmu ol the door,
Washinglon Critie.

When a woman can get hold of a
newspaper out of which somebody has
cut a piece of news, without yearning to
know what it was sbout, she is ready to
become an angel.,  When feminine curi
osity ceases life hos lost all churm and s
no longer worth living,—Fall River Ad-
vance.

“And don't you know why, Bubby*
#aid the minister, who was dining with
the fumily, *‘your mamma dosen't
want you to eat a gecond piece of picf"
HYes, sir, " replied Bobbby, “*She sald
that if you didn't take any there would
be enough left over for to-morrow."—
New York Sun.

A nowly-mude Benedict, while lazily
strolling along one day last week, was
met by o friend who in bachelor duys had
| been @ boou companion.  *'Hello, old
fellow, glad to see you once more," win
the salutation; then, in the same breath,
necompanying a bearty handshake, came
the ustural query: “‘How do you like
married  life§" YWell, you  know,’
drawled the Benedict, with a limp smile,
“I never get very enthusiastie about any-
thing."— Washington Chronicle,

The Use of Loons.

The ernzy sereams of the loon are hesrd
again through the silent watches of the
night and at edrly morn,  Seven weri
soen sporting themselves in Pigeon Lake
the uL]lt"r morning. It will be a good
thing if they become numerous around
here, us they will make mugnificent sport
[ forthe innocent shootists who come in
the summoer with theiv kits, If there e
noviling that wil* tickle aloon to death
itis to get & palr of breech loading,
nickel mounted, double and twist, hrown
cunvas, copper viveted  thronghout, ity
sportsmen after him,  He will stand on
his head and kick at the clouds with de
light, He will sit on the water like an
eld-fashioned three decker with his off
eye shut, and his beak on the grin, till
the city chap thinks that if ho ean’t blow
that galoot clean out of the waterat the
first {mp it woulil he useless his shooting
at w burn,  Then he drows upy, holds his
biredth, shuts his eves, and  pops Ko
likewise does the loon, wnd while the
sport is confusedly looking for the pioces,
the loon comes up within four feetand o
half of the bost nnd lavghs—an wild -
natic Inugh.  Then the rowing and
)-]hmli.ll‘_' COmmOnens, and if the loon
does pot tuke ot least yve hours” hilurions
fun out of them, why, ke must be u youug
one and not feeling extra  woll, Yex,
loops should be encournged, — Hubeaygeon
lnu’r}-r?lr!’n‘.‘lf.

e —————— -
A Huppy Thought,

A happy thought inspired by devetion
and strong  fricwdship  was thst which
will Hehten the tedium of un ocenn Naye
e for ono Lostoning jl'lll'lll"\i'l,'_: BiTORs
the Atlsntic A lotier bagr, full of the
friondly missives from many of those who
wore indebtod for ploasant hours of hos
Iul.||i|‘\' pod Kindpess to her \v\‘]]u |.|llh.!
oniy lrai'lni-\-iil in return for lier labors ill
thotr behalf, was introsted to the stews

Ilrlt\ sl b Lies 1[ ]ln'l'-ll o thi l]l.nl .Iu)'
put, when the flowers which Lined the
stutercom should Linve lost the {ronh-

oy, Thore were pretty, vouthful leok.
Ing missives from sweet, yonhge madidens:
thore were grive aud digaitled envelopas,
stich as only men of letters use ;. there
were sonnets from voung poets sid vories
Tram Puinters, soulptors,
i ]vrf;_\'mrn T |ix_‘ i ,u-igr & wud nedli
in this
noviel il B, pnl My
e Ll Tnili!l‘_\ houis of l".l-‘ill_‘,‘ i store
for hur whose nama they boar. - Hosfen
e,

lder ohes,

eul men wore well represented

Spound rotin”



